THE  NEW MACHIAVELLI

simply that as yet we had gathered no experience at
all of the limits and powers of legislation and con-
scious collective intention. . . .

I think this statement does my boyhood justice,
and yet I have my doubts. It is so hard now to say
what one understood and what one did not under-
stand. It isn't only that every day changed one's
general outlook, but also that a boy fluctuates
between phases of quite adult understanding and
phases of tawdrily magnificent puerility. Sometimes
I myself was in those tumbrils that, wont along
Cheapside to the Mansion House, u Sydney Car-
tonesque figure, a white defeated Mirubemi; some-
times it was I who sat judging and condemning
and ruling (sleeping in my clothes and feeding very
simply) the soul and autocrat of the Provisional
Government, which occupied, of all inconvenient
places! the General Post Office nt St. Martin \s-Ie-
Grand! . . .

I cannot trace the development of my ideas at
Cambridge, but I believe the mere physical fact of
going two hours' journey away from London gave
that place for the first time an effect of unity in my
imagination. I got outside London, It became
tangible instead of being a frame almost as universal
as sea and sky.

At Cambridge my ideas ceased to live in a duo-
logue; in exchange for Britten, with whom, however,
I corresponded lengthily, stylishly and self-con-
sciously for some years, I had now a set of congenial
friends. I got talk with soxne of the younger dons, I
learned to speak in the Union, and in my little set we
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